*    READING  AND  WRITING    *

He had no words3 he had no smiles ^
No hopes, his sole employ to brood
Silently over his sick heart
In sorrow and in solitude.

A heroine

They said she was not of mortal birth,
And her face was fairer than face of earth.
What is the thing to liken it to?
Parian marble, snow's first fall?
Her brow was fairer than each and all.
And so delicate was each vein's soft blue
'Twas not like blood that wandered through.
Rarely upon that cheek was shed,
By youth or by health, one tinge of red.

Another

The maiden grew beside the tomb.
Perhaps ''twas that that touched her bloom
With somewhat more of mournful shade
Than seems for life's first budding made.

Annuals were not confined to poetry and fiction only.
A very popular series were the Landscape Annuals,
which explained to tourists under the correct headings
of sublime, beautiful and picturesque, what they ought
to admire and why.

This is how we ought to admire the Isle of Wight:

Scenery (of the North and South or Back of the Island)

'On the one side, all is busy, dressed, and cheerful,
while calmness and security characterise the usual state
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